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Author's Notes: 

So, basically, I've been having the hugest crush on Mr. Christian "Adorable" Larsson for quite some time now, 
so to show some love for him, | decided to go a little homo with Kvarforth as | was inspired by him kissing 
Chrille on stage and that's how this child of sick-fuckery was born. No smut here, but | would really want to 
write it if | come up with a good idea. Hope you enjoy ;) 


| am sitting on the sofa in the hotel we're spending the night at before the next concert. As usually, I've got 

my bottle of Jack Daniel's in my hand and a cigarette in the other. There are remains of what used to be coke 
before | took care of it on the smooth surface of the table. | am sitting with my legs wide opened freely and | 
have my look concentrated in something..or more like in the nothing. | guess | am drifting away again. That coke 


was quality stuff apparently. And quality is something rare in this fucked up world | happen to, sadly, live in. 


| felt a draft of air on my right side. | came back to the reality that | was slowly drifting away from and | lift 
my eyes up. The draft of air | suddenly felt was caused by Christian passing me by, storming by me like a 
blizzard in the middle of winter. | traced his back with my weary eyes. He is wearing a Hypothermia t-shirt or 
something. He's only 19, he's still a kid - he'll grow up and learn good music. Or isn't he 2I already? Lord, how 


the time flies! As if it was only yesterday when | took him into the band. It's amazing that he's still around 
despite the sickness of my own majesty and the way I've treated him. And the others too.. 


| kissed Christian on stage today..again.Maybe that's why he's being such a frowny little boy, even though he's 
usually chill with all my sick bullshit. | don't even know why he puts up with me. Either he's sick enough not to 
care or he just likes playing in the band and doesn't want to risk being kicked out. I've never kicked anyone out, 
they've all left on their own terms. And | sure wouldn't kick that talented little motherfucker out, unless he 


gets sick of my antics and leaves on his own like most of the rest before him. 


Yeah, | kissed him again. He doesn't seem to like it, but he doesn't have much of a choice. | used to do it to 
piss people off, simply because their hatred is what | live from. However, | think I'm starting to enjoy it. | just 
love yanking his head back by his beautiful, golden locks and shoving my tongue in his mouth. Knowing he 


doesn't really enjoy it makes it even better for me. 


I've been thinking about Christian a lot lately. Those perfectly clean, pale wrists - how I'd love to run my blade 
across them until his red wine is dripping from his veins like tears stream down the faces of the tortured. 
There's a particular memory | have of him that has been wandering in the labyrinth of my mind. We were just 
smoking on a cold winter day outside on the balcony. It was colder than the steel on his bottom lip, that same 
coldness | felt every time | kissed him and he had his piercing on. He wasn't in a particularly good mood, his 
eyebrows were revealing a slight disdain or another similar emotion | couldn't really detect. Maybe a soft 
frown? He locked his cigarette between his pierced lips and moved a strand of his silky hair away from his 
face with a very unusual motion of his hands. It was a slow, careful motion of the hand. He has his own ways 
of moving his hair out of his face and | have memorized them very well. This one was different and that's 
probably why this has left a trace in my memory. It was probably just a glitch in the matrix, but yet a 


beautiful picture somehow. 


There's something wrong with me. Yes, everyone knows this. But wait, there's something else wrong with me, 


which | hadn't noticed before. Am | really thinking about fucking Christian? Fuck, | hope its the drugs. 


Back to the topic. Ah, speak of the devil! Here he is again. He's only in his boxers and he's walking quickly past 
me again. He only glanced at me and passed me by. Dare he fucking look at me like that again and I'll be pulling 
that hair soon enough again! He has cut his hair. It used to flow down to his back and now it's cut in a straight 
line a little under his shoulders. He kinda looks like a chick Maybe that's my alibi for wanting to shove my 
fucking tongue all the way to the back of his mouth. | feel like a fucking fag with these thoughts on my mind 
right now, but | guess the coke was good enough for me not to really care. Yeah, he definitely looks like a 


schoolgirl that way. A hot one. Would you just look at those skinny legs! Why is that boy so tall? 


"Still angry?" | teased from behind him, leaving my thoughts aside for a second A moment later he came back 
and shook his head at my remark. He parked his skinny ass on the sofa opposite my sofa and reached for the 
pack of cigarettes. He lit one and put one leg up on the coffee table. 


"Just give me a fucking break..." He muttered without even looking at me. He leaned his head back and exhaled 


the smoke. Won't you lift your pretty eyes for me to see, Chrille, or do | have to yank your head back again? 


Yeah, I'd turn him into my little slut. But yet again | do not happen to be gay, still for some reason I'd love to 
pull the blond locks of that pretty boy. | bet he wants me too. Everybody either loves me or hates me. 
There's no in-between and there shouldn't be. Mediocrity is the enemy! And | don't think he's of the kind to 


hate me, even despite my little games..and kisses. He must want me. Or I'm just being a little too full of myself. 


After all, still all | see is him with a cigarette between those pierced pink lips. 


Ekstasis 


Author's Notes: 
Well, | promised | might eventually do a smutty follow-up, so here it is. Enjoy ;) *Best read while listening to 
Svart-Medmansklighet* 


The next morning | woke up with the feeling of irritation But don't | always? | crawled out of bed lazily and my 
hand, as if it had a mind of its own, reached for the bottle of Jack Daniel's on the night stand. | raised it to 


eye level just to discover it is almost empty. 


"Why is the Jack always gone?" | sighed and rolled my eyes. | lift the bottle up and drank it up to the last drop. 
| dropped it on the ground sleepily and looked down. My sight was caught by my morning erection first rather 
than the bottle. "Should | take care of this?" | wondered. "Or should | let somebody else take care of it?" | 
smirked at the thought and for some reason the first person that came to mind was my blond bassist. Ah, 


yes. The smirk grew wider on my face. 


| walked out of my bedroom with the intention to hunt down another bottle of whiskey just to find Christian in 
the kitchen, making coffee and in nothing but black boxers. 


| stand in place for a second to analyze the situation | eye him from head to toe and he still doesn't appear to 


notice my presence. | miss his hair. It used to flow all the way down to his back. Now he cut it shoulder length. 


| could still take a good grip, handful of his hair. That would be a good start of the day. 


| approached him carefully, being unaware of his current mood and his level of hatred for me today. Christian 
finally heard my footsteps and glanced at me. I'm not sure if he is still sleepy or slightly annoyed by my 
presence if | judge by the slight frown his light eyebrows revealed. This little frown gives a very beautiful 
touch to his already beautiful face features. 


"Good morning.” | ruined the silence. 


"Good morning. Want some coffee?" Christian offered blankly. His voice is still sleepy, weak and raspy. And deep.. 


| want to hear him moan with that voice, | ain't gonna lie. 
"No, thank you, but | wouldn't refuse some whiskey if you have any.” | smiled. 


"Fuck breakfast, huh? If you're lucky, last night | might have passed out before drinking all of it" Now that's 


news. 


"My savior." | said dramatically and impatiently stormed off to his room. There is an empty bottle of vodka on 
the ground and a bottle of whiskey, which is 2/3 empty. | grabbed it as if | was holding on for dear life and | 


returned to the kitchen. The way he said "fuck" echoed in the back of my mind. Could | hear that again, Chrille? 


The subject of my desires is leaning back on the kitchen countertop and sipping his coffee. All | want is to hear 
him moan..and | want those lips around my cock and his eyes on mine. Lord, those are probably the juiciest 
fucking lips | have ever seen..and tasted. Mm, yes. Just look at them intertwining with the edge of the cup, the 
coffee soaks up in them and his piercing quietly rings as it presses against the cup. Then he pulls away and 
runs his tongue along his lips to remove the excess coffee. His moans piercing the silence and his lips around 


my cock - is it too much that | want? 


| lean back on the bar opposite him and open the sacred whiskey bottle. | wrap my lips where his lips have 


been not long ago and | take a sip from the heavenly burning drink. 
"The taste of freedom..." | groaned in satisfaction Christian snickered. 
‘lm glad | could make you happy.” 


"You could still make me even happier." | said as if it wasn't me talking, but the alcohol in my empty and 
therefore vulnerable to alcohol stomach or this foreign demon inside me that craves Christian so bad. The 
sleepy boy looked at me with confusion, but | decided to give my approach a little more finesse so | don't fuck 
everything up. "Where are the rest?" | asked after a short pause, taking advantage of his sleepy state, so he 


doesn't find a connection between the two sentences. 
"They're out. They were gone when | woke up." 
"Didn't they at least leave a fucking note or something?" 


"Nothing." Fucking bastards! How am | supposed to know if | have time for action? They're not ruining this for 
me. | exhaled heavily. "You okay, dude? Did you take your medicine?" 


"I ain't taking any fucking medicine right now." | calmed down and took a moment to organize my thoughts. 


"Have you ever wanted anything forbidden, Christian, anything not so..right?" | turned to him. 


"Well, that's a little out of nowhere, but yes, of course, many times." My question caught him a little off- 


guard, but he's used to questions coming out of nowhere. 


“Anything in particular?" | challenged him and he finally seemed a little puzzled. Yes, that was an effect | was 
looking for. 


"Well, | can't really think of an example. | don't know where you are going with this, but | ain't playing your 
mind-fucking games, especially so early in the morning." Christian opposed me. | like opposition. It turns me on. | 
laughed silently at his reaction | made a step towards him, then another and this shortened the distance 
between us so much, that there were only fingers of empty space between us. He looked at me with 


expectation He knows me, he knows he can expect everything at any time from me, that's why he doesn't 


know what precisely to expect. | lift my bottle up for a last sip of courage. | put the bottle down and with a 
sharp, unexpected move | grabbed a handful of his blond hair and shoved my tongue into his mouth. A moment 
of bliss. | tasted the coffee on his tongue. Just getting my fingers tangled into his blond locks made my 
morning erection even harder. | pressed it against his own, but he broke off the kiss. "I don't mean to break it 
to you, but we're not on stage and we're not making a show for anybody." Christian remarked, clearly annoyed 


by my actions. | laughed at him softly as | was building up speed with my plan. 


"Don't you see, Chris? It is you that forbidden fruit | crave. The answer to my little game was so simple." | 
smirked devilishly, twirling a strand of his perfectly straight hair around my finger. 


"You clearly need your medicine. You're not gay, remember? And | sure as hell am not as well" He stated 


sternly. He's not having it. How can | charm him? | need to have him, here, now. 


‘Oh, of course we're not gay, kid. But you know, sometimes it happens so that we get attracted by certain 
friends of ours from the same gender. It actually often happens to straight people. And you happen to be such 
a beautiful thing, Chris." | leaned in and whispered in his ear. | could feel his heavy breathing, but | couldn't tell 
if he is withholding himself from kicking me in the fucking balls or..if he wants me too and can't stand the 
intimacy between us. "I just want to pull that hair of yours and fuck you so hard until you're fucking 
screaming.” | hissed in his ear. | lowered my head a little and buried my face in his neck, inhaling deeply. "And 
your scent just tickles my senses oh so pleasantly.” 


"Niklas." Christian begged with as serious and blank tone as possible, but | can't make out if he begs me to 
leave him alone or..to fuck him. | put a hand on his morning erection before he could protest any further. 
Primal emotions are not that hard to tame. They know no gender. They crave only satisfaction. He knows he 
does too, now that he's in the game. Once you start the game, there's no getting out complete, unless you play 
along until the end. | started palming him through his boxers and my tongue took over his mouth again. He 


moaned into the kiss. That's it.. 


"You can't say you have not craved me at least once, Christian At least once. Everybody has." | chuckled 


sadistically. 

"You keep saying that to yourself” Christian said mercilessly with a tone that came out as tortured. | took the 
bottle of Jack which | left nearby and poured some of the liquid in his mouth. | licked his lips to get a taste of 
the both. 


"Not even once?" | repeated as | didn't get a clear answer to my question, other than that he implies that I'm 


so self-absorbed and narcissistic. | sure don't deny that. 


"Maybe only once. But only because | was very particularly drunk" He admitted through his muffled moans. 


"And | mean very." 


"Sure, defend yourself, sweetheart" | smirked sadistically. | like this game already. 


"Don't fucking call me that!" He hissed. 
"Oh, don't pretend you don't like it at least this time! Don't fucking ruin this for me." 
"What are you talking about?" 


"You know what very well, Chrille" | started palming him through his boxers more intensely and he couldn't 


help but let out a moan. "The kisses | gift you on stage. You always pretend you don't like them." 

"Last time | checked | never enjoyed being kissed by you." 

"Christian, Christian, you will this time." | bravely slipped my hand in his boxers and wrapped it around his hard 
member. | ran it up then down his shaft and he clenched his teeth. "Now that we've got so far you can't deny 
you need that release, can you?" 

"My hands could do the job as well" He noticed. 

‘Opposition, but only in words is not enough of opposition to stop me. Why do you keep opposing me, Chrille, 
even though you're already in my hands and you're not even trying to escape me? You could keep fooling 
yourself, but what fucking difference does it make, now that | already have my hands down your pants, huh? 
None, isn't that right? So, why don't you just give in? Stop pretending. It's just this time. I'll satisfy my thirst, 
you'll satisfy yours and we'll pray to the god below that this never happens again" | laughed at my last words. 


I'm not your bassist bitch, Niklas, to make myself clear." He stated determinedly. The kid doesn't give up. | like 
this. | like this a lot. 


‘Of course you're not, Chrille. I'm just dying to play a game with you." 
"Now that we're already playing let's just get fucking done with it." 
"Somebody's impatient.” 


"And don't have that fucking smirk on your face!" He scolded me, so | decided to take matter in my own hands, 


since the noose seems to be slipping from them. 

Its pretty simple what | want. | just want you on your knees. | want you to wrap those sweet lips around my 
cock. You get that? I've had this done to me, you've had this done to you, now | want it from you." | started 
stroking him slowly and he threw his head back His hair slid down his shoulders, like water down the waterfall. 
What a precious picture! What a moment to lock in my sick mind! His lips spread apart so beautifully. 


‘Ive never had a dick in my mouth unlike you, why don't you do it?" He hissed and | snickered. 


"So bold. Just makes me want to fuck this mouth of yours that knows so much even harder. l'm sure you'll 


get the job done." He pushed me away from himself with a sharp move and got on his knees. 


"Let's get fucking done with this!" He muttered as he pulled down my boxers. Needless to say, this impulsive 


action of his only turned me on even more. "Now what? You want to choke me as if I'm a fucking chick?" 


"You're even prettier than most of the chicks I've choked" | noted as | ran a hand through his hair. He looks so 
good from up here, down on his knees, eyes looking up to mine as if I'm a motherfucking god. Those green eyes. 
| just want his mouth dripping with my cum. "Come on, we don't want the guys to come back and catch us, do 
we? They could think that I'm a fag. They could think that you're a fag. Is that what you want?" | teased with 
a corner smile. "Come on, take it in your mouth. And no teeth!" | chuckled sadistically as he slowly and 
insecurely took my dick into his pretty mouth. | laughed softly at his lack of experience. He pulled away and 
shook his head, covering his face with his hands. 


| can't believe I'm doing this.." He muttered. 


"You're a hard-working guy, Chrille, I'm sure you can do it." | smirked, which I'm sure didn't encourage him too 
much. He exhaled deeply and got back to work. He put a little more effort and things started working out for 
him. | don't really care how good he gives head, only the fact that it's his mouth that I'm fucking turns me on 
big time. "Yes, you're fucking getting it” | moaned and threw my head back. | concentrated on the feeling in 
details. His lips feel so soft rubbing against the sensitive skin of my dick and | can feel his piercing rubbing 
against it too. Fuck, it feels so good! Suddenly, | felt his bassist hands running down the back of my thighs. 
"God, yes!" | opened my eyes and he concentrated his on mine. "Yes, look in my eyes." He looks so innocent on all 
fours in front of me and with that look of a scared rabbit. | let my animal instincts take control and | let go to 
the feeling. | grabbed a handful of his hair, feeling all of it around my fingers and | pushed him further my 
length. He choked a little and this made me want to choke him even harder. "Let me fucking choke you, Chrille, 
let me choke youl" | begged through my clenched teeth and he loosened his jaw muscles as a confirmation that 
| can do it. Ah, yes, just what | wanted. | grabbed his blond head with both hands and pushed my dick as far in 
his mouth as possible and he choked on it hard. | was in fucking ecstasy. He pulled away and normalized his 
breathing. "Come on, come on, just a little more. l'm so close!" | muttered through my outburst of passion. 
Everything feels so unreal right now, so good, | want it to last forever. Christian took my cock in his hand and 
started stroking it intensely. At least that is something he has some solid practice with. | am getting so damn 
close. "Give me that mouth of yours! That's right!" | took my dick in my hand and started stroking it as fast 
as possible. Only seconds later after gazing into his expectant eyes, | came all over his mouth. "Oh, Christian!" | 
groaned as | lost myself into the explosive feeling. | could read the disgust in his eyes. l'm not even sure if it 
was disgust, since | was so taken over by the mix of colors that had invaded my body. That particular orgasm 
was indeed a dream come true. When | was done, Chris quickly rose to his feet and spit it all out in the sink as 
he held his hair out of the way. | smirked sadistically. | positioned myself behind him and grabbing him by the 
hair, | pulled his head back and kissed him. | kissed him deeply and passionately. | leaned back on the bar as | 
held him into my arms without breaking the kiss. "I'm sure you need your release by now too." | grinned as | 
pulled down his boxers. His back to my chest, his skinny ass pressing against my groin area - that's all | want 
to feel right now. | took his hard dick in my hand and started stroking him with a fast pace. He leaned his head 


back and his lips parted to let out a loud moan. 


"Niklas." He groaned. | pulled his head back by his silky hair again and in no time my tongue was back in his 
mouth. 


"You like that, don't you, Christian?" | pronounced his name slowly, letting it roll off my tongue ever so nicely. 
He shook his head slowly as his eyes remained blissfully closed and his lips parted. 


"I'm close, Niklas." He alerted me as he ran his right hand over mine, which was pleasing him. 
"Already, Chrille?" | teased. 


"Just fucking get me off!" He hissed through his clenched teeth. | started stroking him insanely fast, which 
made him moan even more intensely. This was the nicest sound my ears had heard in a while. He should be a 
porn voice actor, | would get off to that any day. I'd be happy even if he shared my bed, if he belonged in my 
bed, but sadly we both know this can never happen. l'm pretty sure this is a breeze for him to know, even 
though he seems to be enjoying too. "Oh, yes!" Chrille moaned at the top of his lungs as he came over my 


hand. Such a good boy. 


"See? It didn't hurt" | whispered in his ear with a smug smile on my face while he was normalizing his 


breathing as | held him in my arms. 


"You're a sick, sick, twisted motherfucker, Kvarforth" He remarked with an even deeper voice than his sleepy 
one, now that | have exhausted him a little. He took a long breath and released himself from my gentle grip. 
Gentle? | know, | can't believe my own self too. He bent down to lift his boxers around his hips and this gave 
me a perfect view to his ass. Yeah, | should have fucked him, but | don't know if | would have had the time. Ill 
be pissed out of this world if those motherfuckers aren't back in an hour and despite that | wouldn't have 
fucked Chris. Damned be I. Christian rubbed his face exhaustedly and walked away. "Fucking hell" He muttered 


silently as he entered the bathroom. | smirked. 

After the fire was put out less or more, we went out for a smoke on the balcony. For my biggest regret, he 
was fully dressed. Ripped jeans, combat boots and all. Still handsome, of course. He was leaning over the railing 
and smoking his cigarette quietly as the light breeze caressed his hair gently. Looking at him | couldn't help, 
but replay the scene in my head. 


"How much do you actually hate me now?" | started amusedly. | don't want to look at that frown all day long 
for fuck’ sake. 


"Well, | already hated you before that, so not much has changed" Chrille replied blankly. It's a miracle he's 
actually talking to me. | chuckled. "But that only feeds the flame, doesn't it?" 


"You know me. But as much as you hate me you also love me." | remarked cockily. | can't miss a chance. 


‘Love is definitely not the word for the case, but you keep petting your own ego, because l'm so not doing it” 


‘Somebody's bitter. Can't | at least get a final kiss?" | kept pushing the boundaries. This is gonna cost me some 
day. 


"No, you'll get it by yourself anyway. Be it on stage or whenever you decide it's comfortable for you." He said 
bitterly and putting out his cigarette in the ashtray, he turned his back on me and went back inside. | can't 
leave this like that. 


"You can't deny you liked it." | followed him. 


"| did, but so did you. Let's just put an end to this topic. Whatever happened here, stays here. Better for both 


of us." 
"But it also remains in our minds, Chrille." 


"More than enough. Whether | liked it or not, it doesn't matter anymore. It's past, its never happening again” 
His tone would take no denial. It's his way of saying he liked it, but he's trying to trick his own self into thinking 
he didn't. 


"Come on, Christian, just say you liked it. That's all | ask. | want to hear you say it" | looked into his eyes 
insistently. 


"Yes, | did like it, Niklas. But | shouldn't have, because | feel nothing of what you feel. Happy now?" He said 
convincingly as he started into my eyes tensely and his words caressed my ears. "Sick motherfucker.” He 
muttered and closed the door to his room behind him. He liked it. He really did and that's why all of his defense 
consisted of words, but not actions. Had he told me he didn't want to do it in a straight text or pushed me 
away, | wouldn't have done it. But he didn't. He let me do it. Was it because he wanted it too or because he 
thought that was the only way to get rid of me - that | don't know. I'm just glad he let me enjoy this heavenly 
moment. Oh, Chrille. Why do you push me away? Is it so terrible and unforgivable that | want to own you? 
Now that I've had you so close and now that you're even more distant | want you back close, so close. Maybe | 
have indeed fallen in love with you in a way which | am unable to describe or is it just animal attraction? Even 
| do not have the answer to that question. Fucking hell, if someone could read my mind right now no one would 


ever believe me again that I'm not gay. | really am not. | guess | just feel this sort of affection for my friend. 


As the memory of his parted lips, gasping for air swims back to the surface of my mind | feel the ache for 


him even stronger again. Won't you let me in, Christian? 


Weibses Fleisch 


After our little venture back in the hotel in that shiny day, Christian has been acting a little different and | 
can't even tell what is the difference | notice. The only difference | do notice is the difference in my attitude 
towards him. What | did with him | shouldn't have done. Now it kills me that he seems so far away from me, 
while | crave him under my touch. I've always fed upon the thought that there are so many beings out there 
in the whole wide fucking world that would want to have me, but they cannot. Now l'm fucked, because | 
already know how they feel. I'm not sure my sadistic side gets fed by that thought so much anymore. But | 
like the pain this thought brings me. 


| couldn't stand his absence anymore, so | invited him over to work on some new material. He always has so 
many ideas. The passion he has for the music that comes to life under his hands is almost a disease, 
intoxicating. Sadly, | could hear the hesitation from the other side of the phone before he accepted the 


invitation. He knows it would have occcured sooner or later, since he works for me. 


He was running late with only five minutes and | was already losing my fucking mind as | lied on the bed 
lifelessly and the only light sneaking in through the curtains was shining down on my body. He is always on 
time. What if he has changed his mind? What if he doesn't come? I'm getting too obsessive, | need to escape 
this golden cage of insanity that has trapped my already tortured mind. He is just Christian. No, he is not and 
you know that. He wasn't "just Christian’ when you had your cock in his mouth, was he? Oh, the voices are 
fucking killing me! Suddenly, the door opened and my heart skipped a beat. | kept lying on the bed in the same 
pathetic way. | turned my head lazily to the opening door just to see him entering this sacred temple of hatred 
and pain. He stood there in all his two meters in height of glory and his angelic blond hair. Have | come to 
worship the perfection of this young man? I'm a terribly fucking sick person. The only way | can be cured of 
my madness would be to drill a fucking hole in my fucking head. 


"You don't look in much of a condition to compose." Christian's voice sliced through the thick silence like a knife. 


| laughed. He always finds a way to make me feel more pathetic than | already feel. 


"As long as my madness keeps running through this poisoned blood of mine, | will always be in a condition to 


compose. | think." | muttered. 
“Sounds convincing. Will you get your ass up or should | kick you out of bed?" 


"You really motivate a person to work, you know that?" | remarked sarcastically. "Come here, Chris, lie down 


for a while." | patted the empty space on the bed beside me as an invitation. 
"Alright" He replied hesitantly as he approached the bed cautiously. "Having a lazy day?" 
It's usually a lazy day for me all the time. The sun hasn't set yet, Chrille. It is still ending its ride across the 


sky for the day. We're waiting for it to bring the dark, evil night. When everything receives a sinful kiss from 


the darkness, when everything turns evil and corrupted. When evil is born we shall start making even more sin 


and evil and pure fucking hatred" He lied down on his back and flipped his hair on one side, making sure he 
doesn't ruin it by lying on it. If he only knew what | have in mind the last thing he would care about would be 
his hair. 


"Sounds good to me. Do you have any particular ideas?" Poor Christian, he suspects nothing. 


"Something like that" | smirked sadistically as | threw an arm around him, making it seem like a normal, 

innocent motion. He seemed a little puzzled, but didn't say a word, since | moved no further. | raised my weary 
head to look at his face at last. He looked at me expectantly. "For the first time in my life | actually need help, 
Christian. And all the fucking doctors in the world can't heal this motherfucker." | pointed to my head with my 


hand imitating a gun. 


"You've been feeling worse than usually, Niklas?" Still suspecting nothing. | decided to be straightforward as 
usual. If | want him under me I'll have to drop the fucking riddles and be more convincing. | laughed softly and 


with a tone of torture at his blindness. Or refusal to accept the reality.. 


"It is your fault that I've been feeling like that" | shamelessly put the blame on him. l'm not really lying. It's 


him who has been keeping my mind busy and awake. His eyebrows revealed a slight confusion. 
"Have | not done my duties well enough to your liking?" There was a tone of disdain in his voice. | laughed again. 


"It has nothing to do with the band, Christian" | put my hand on his bare flesh where he had left his shirt 
unbuttoned. He always does that when wearing a shirt. He never buttons it up completely, he leaves 2-3 
buttons open to reveal his flesh or what mostly caught the eye - his collarbones. | brushed my fingers gently 
against his collarbones, making him feel uneasy and | felt his muscles getting tense, revealing the feeling of 


being alert. 


"This doesn't really answer my question" He protested. | moved my hand lower, unbuttoning another button to 
access his skin in the area of the heart. | pressed my hand to his chest to feel his heart beat underneath. 
This is definitely not a slow heartbeat. | smirked. 


| thought that after | had claimed your mouth this would settle my thirst. | thought it was a one time thing, 
because | had never felt it before and it wasn't a typical thing to me. But |, for both of us' regret, have been 
wrong. Now | want it even more than before." | leaned in closer to his face, so | could see his eyes better. His 
lips were already spread, gasping for air because the feeling of unease | brought to him stole the air from his 
lungs. My lips hovered over his and | could hardly keep them from colliding. "I can't stop thinking about this, 
Christian. And | even have a theory why. Because according to the fucking world | am not supposed to feel this 
way, | am not supposed to be attracted to you the way | am and you know me. You know | love doing exactly 
the opposite of what people like." | couldn't stop my lips from reaching out to his and | finally took over his 
mouth again. | kissed him deeply and thirstily. 


“Back at it again" Christian muttered breathlessly, almost as if he was surrendering and accepting his faith. 
What if he doesn't just accept it, but he wants it too? Let's just assume that he wants it too. A man can 


dream. It would make it so much better for me. | kissed him again before he could say anything further. In the 
same time | started unbuttoning the rest of the buttons and | spread his shirt to expose his flesh. My hand 
travelled down to in between his legs and | palmed him through his pants. He moaned into the kiss. | felt my 
own erection growing and pressing against my boxers. Thankfully, | never really wear clothes at home other 
than my underwear. | even walk around naked sometimes. "I should have known" He whispered as if he was 


scolding himself. 


‘It doesn't matter anymore, Chris." | soothed him. Another thirsty kiss followed My lips brushed a little outside 
the skin of his lips and | felt slight stubble. He hasn't shaved today. Still looks so good. And that way he looks 
more like a man than a boy. That's definitely a French moustache. The only good fucking thing about France is 
Paris, but that French moustache definitely suits him. 


My hand started working on undoing his belt. When | pulled down his zipper, | impatiently grabbed his dick 
through his boxers without even caring to pull them down | just wanted to earn a moan from him..and he did 
indeed moan into the kiss. | finally found the strength to pull away, so | can undress him completely. | took off 
his heavy battle boots and | pulled down his pants along with his boxers. He single-handedly took off his shirt 
and threw it to the ground. | smirked sadistically as he lied back down and ran a hand through his hair. Now 
we're playing. | kicked off my own boxers and climbed back on the bed. | hovered over him and positioned 
myself between his legs. | should never under any fucking circumstances lie my weight down on him, unless | 
want to be left without a bassist. | slipped my tongue in his mouth and | felt his bassist fingers brushing 
against my hair. He's finally loosening up. | felt my dick rubbing against his and | couldn't control myself 


anymore. 
"I want to fuck you, Christian" | hissed in his ear. 


"Then fucking do it" He encouraged me and | couldn't help my sadistic smile. "But be careful - my ass is virgin, 
unlike yours." He remarked absolutely seriously, but | saw a smug, almost impossible to see, corner smile. | 


smirked. 


"You fucking tease, I'm gonna fuck you so hard" | whispered threatingly, making him laugh. Oh, you're laughing 
now, Chrille.. | slipped my middle finger in his mouth and he swirled his tongue all around it. | still remember 
the feel of his tongue around my cock..My hand snaked between our bodies and | slipped my middle finger 
inside his virgin ass. His muscles tightened and he let out a loud moan of surprise. "How does it feel, Chrille?" | 


teased. 

"Oh my fucking god!" Chris moaned in response to my question 

"That's what | thought” | whispered with a smirk as | started moving my finger in and out of him. Of course, 
that made him moan even more intensely. | lied between his already wide open legs and | spit on his hole before 
inserting another finger. It wasn't easy. His muscle tried to force my fingers out. | finally succeeded at pushing 


them both inside and started moving them. 


"Oh, fuck!" He moaned out loud. |, impatient to feel him at long fucking last, pushed a third finger inside in order 


to widen him even more and faster. 


"You're so tight, Chrille!" | moaned with a smug smile. "You're gonna feel so good around my cock." All he did 
was moan in response. His moans are driving me fucking crazy, | need to fuck him. "You ready for me, 
Christian?" | let his name roll off my tongue slowly. 


"| don't think I'll ever be ready for this." He admitted. 


"lll make sure you are." | winked at him as | gave my dick a few pumps before pressing its tip against his 
entrance. | slowly pushed it inside him and his muscles tensed up. His mouth formed the shape of an "o" as his 
hands gripped the sheets tightly. "How does it feel, sweetheart?" | licked my lips at the sight of the writhing 


man beneath me. 
"Its like the weirdest thing ever. | don't know if | like it more or if it hurts more." He hissed through his teeth. 


"You'll love it in a while, Chrille, after | stretch that tight ass of yours." | drove more of my length inside him 
and he arched his back a little. | leaned my head back in pleasure. | haven't been in such a blissful state of 
mind since the last time when | had my dick in his mouth. | impatiently but slowly pushed my whole dick inside 
him and | let him adjust to the size. He let out a moan of relief. "You think you can handle this?" | whispered 


gently. 


"| don't know what | am able to handle anymore." He replied desperately and | smiled. | corrupted the poor boy. 
But isn't that what | always do? Corrupt people? | dragged him down into my rabbit hole of sick fantasies. At 
least | haven't told him to kill himself, have I? | started thrusting in and out of him slowly and he couldn't help 
but moan - music to my ears. | put my hands on his hips for balance. Looking at his naked, white flesh | 
couldn't stop myself from running my hands all over his chest. He is so skinny that | can see his ribs. | ran my 
hands gently over them too. | hovered over him as | kept thrusting inside him. His fingers were digging into the 
sheets, his eyes were blissfully closed and his soft moans were slipping through his opened juicy lips. | locked 
his bottom lip between my lips and he opened his eyes. His eyes, veiled by the lust and pleasure just turned 
me on even more. | took over his mouth for a deep, passionate kiss. My hand snaked between our bodies and 
wrapped around his hard dick | started stroking him intensely as | increased the pace of my thrusts. "Oh, fuck, 
Niklas!" Christian hissed through his teeth. 


"| see you're enjoying yourself” | smirked as | was stimulating him intensely. 

"Ah, fuck me!" Christian moaned at the top of his lungs, which made me laugh sadistically. 

"Are you going to cum for me?" | whispered in his ear. 

"Yes.." He growled. | kissed him thirstily again as | put all my effort into stroking his cock. Our tongues were 
twirling around each other hungrily and we were both moaning into the kiss. Suddenly, his tongue stopped 


moving and | pulled away. His eyes were tightly shut and his mouth opened widely. | put a finger between his 
teeth and he bit on it tightly. 


"Yes. hurt me.." | laughed maniacally as Christian came all over my hand and his belly. He tried to muffle his 
moans by biting hard onto my finger, but his orgasm was too intense. Seeing him so absorbed by the pleasure 
sent a tingling sensation to my dick. | was close too. "You see what you're doing to me? You're going to make 
me fucking cum so quick" | growled silently as | concentrated on penetrating him. Christian smirked at my 


words. | hovered over him again and buried my face in his hair. "I'm going to cum in your ass so fucking hard." 
"Fucking do it" He challenged me and | was ready. 


"Oh, fuck, Christian!" | growled, burying my face in his neck as | came inside him, filling him up. | froze for a 
moment. This was such a good fucking orgasm. | pulled out of him and lied on my back beside him, totally 
drained. "This was so fucking good" | hardly muttered. | turned to face Christian. He was rubbing his face with 
his hands. "And how did you like the experience?" 


| really don't know what to think and what to feel right now." He replied after a long pause. “All | know is that | 
will have a hard time composing after this. I'm so confused." He chuckled. | couldn't help myself but take him in 


my arms. He didn't look in my eyes even for a second as | played with his messy hair. 


There's a doubt no more and | see it very clearly as l'm lying here in the early evening, in my bed with him in 
my arms. | am indeed in love with him. | thought it was only a temporary animal attraction. | was wrong. Now 


lm fucked. Curse you and your golden hairs, Christian! 


| Long For Your Presence As Your Absence ls Driving Me 
Mad 


Author's Notes: 
This turned out longer than expected. | feel like with each chapter | write them longer and longer x) Hope you 


enjoy ;) 


| am sitting in the bloody bathtub and trying to find my inspiration. But my inspiration has never left me - 
pain, hatred, anger, they've always been there for me. They are still here right now. Then why can't | seem to 
write anything? Christian and | were supposed to write some material yesterday, but we ended up writing 
some.history..instead. Ah, yes. Now that I've said this - motherfucking birds chirping so cheerfully outside, 
won't they shut up - where was |? Now that I've said this, | know what | am lacking - fucking concentration! 
And no, it's not the birds. The birds | will get over somehow - ugh, | still need them to shut up. They're drilling 
fucking holes in my ears and | need some inner peace. Inner peace? There's always something lurking inside, 


there's no fucking peace! 


Apparently, | need my medicine. But back to the analysis of the situation. | can't concentrate, because Christian 
left me very confused and with a lot of questions, not even one of them answered. And | hate being left in the 
fucking dark. Was it something different | wouldn't be that mad, but that's a relatively sensitive situation. | 


need fucking answers! 


Let's concentrate. | have to write something. | can't. Maybe the razor blade will be a good friend of mine and 
get me out of the fucking mud again. | reached out and took one razor blade which was lying around the 
bathtub. They're all over the fucking place. | made a single cut and it felt like a breath of fresh air. Another 
cut and - motherfucking birds - just another one. Fuck this, | have to talk to Christian, 


| put on some clothes just as much as | look appropriate for the outside world. Sadly, | can't just walk around 
the streets with my dick just hanging freely, you know. | went over to Christian's place and | rang the doorbell. 
| don't even know what | have to ask him, | just know that | have to talk to him. He didn't say any fucking thing 
yesterday. Ah, | hear steps. The door opened and there he is. He's leaning on the door frame on one hand and 
holding the door open with the other. You sure need some fucking balance with legs as long as that, jesus 
fuck.He doesn't seem happy to see me. In fact, he looks fucking angry. He looked at me expectantly. 


"We have some talking to do." | simply and blankly said. | really have no fucking idea how to proceed. How do 
people do the fucking talking thing? What am | even doing here? I've gone even more fucking insane. My bassist 
(Huh, "my"?) exhaled deeply and spread the door wide open as a sign for me to come in. Good boy. It would be 


even better if | knew how to start this. He sat down on the sofa and lit a cigarette nervously. 


"What is it now?" He asked, clearly annoyed. | sat down across him. | wanted to sit beside him, but | think I've 


poured enough salt into the wound. Looking at the constant slight frown written on his face is driving me 
insane. Maybe if | cut out his eyebrow muscles from beneath he won't be able to frown anymore. What the 


fuck am | saying.. 


"lm actually here for a serious matter. You never told me what you felt after yesterday or after..that 


morning at the hotel." | started calmly and directly, expecting to be understood right. 


"What am | supposed to feel?" He said roughly. | was about to think of an appropriate answer, but he cut me 
off. "Look, if all of that is about stroking your fucking ego, l'm not saying anything. I'm not having that shit" He 
stated angrily as he sharply rose to his feet. 


"Christian!" | shouted after him as he walked towards his bedroom. | tried to catch up with him, but he locked 
himself inside. | banged on the door. "Let me in, Christian!" | shouted angrily. For once in my life | am trying to 
be straightforward about my feelings, no matter how wrong they might be and what | get is a door shut in 
my fucking face. 


"| might, when you realize that the fucking world doesn't revolve around you and your fucking ego, Kvarforth!" 
He shouted back at me. I've never seen him that way. Sure, he's opposed me before, he's a strongly opinionated 
boy after all, but he has never been that aggressive, at least not with me. He has always been a quiet guy, 
not asking many questions, not arguing about decisions taken in the band. | had almost started to think that 
he's afraid of me. | mean, l'm indeed a pretty scary person, but apparently I've been oh, so very wrong about 
him. 


"Get out of there Chrille!" | whispered calmly and threatingly like a psychopath. l'm slowly losing my patience. 
"Wrong answer." 
"Then tell me what the fuck to do to prove you that its not about my fucking egol" | growled. 


"Tell me what it is about then!" He shouted angrily. And he looks like such a calm person. Quiet waters are the 
deepest. 


"I told you! | told you yesterday, while you were lying under me, naked, writhing and moaning, begging me to 
fuck you, remember? | told you yesterday that its all your fucking fault!" | explained angrily. I'm pretty sure 
he knows where l'm going with this, yet he still makes me say it. Who's stroking whose ego now, Christian? Or 
maybe he just wants to drive me mad to the point where | lose control over my words and | soften up. 


It's not my fucking fault that you want my fucking ass!" Ouch, that was straight in the face, | admit to it. But 


the bullet | have for him is not of a smaller gauge. | laughed sadistically. 


"Oh, but you liked it, didn't you? And you begged me to fuck you, didn't you?" | hissed. "And just for your 
information, if it was only about your ass | would have fucked you a long time ago and | wouldn't be here right 


now, explaining myself and making a fool of myself!" | hit the door with my fist in my rage again. My teeth are 


grinding and my nails are digging in my skin as | clench my fists. This boy is driving me insane. Right now | 
don't know if | want to kill him more or kiss him more. As soon as he opens the door he's definitely fucking 
getting it. | heard the sound of the turning of the key and the door opened slowly. There he stands, with the 


same frown on his face. 


"Then, | ask again: what the fuck is it about?" He asked calmly. Now he's fucking getting it. He's getting his 
answer the hard way. | made a sharp step towards him and grabbed him by the hair, directing him into the 
kiss before he can realize what's happening. | kissed him roughly and deeply. He wrapped his arms around my 
neck to keep his balance. He is such a kid. He pushes me away at first, but when | start kissing and touching 
him he is already weak in the knees. He doesn't know what he wants. Or what he feels, perhaps. | pushed him 
down on the bed and straddled him. He's already breathless. And despite the anger written on his face he is 
again not trying to escape my sinful grip. You make things so easy, yet so hard, Chrille. Wait, did | just say 
hard? 


| started undoing his belt and | unzipped his jeans. Without waiting for an approval, | pulled down both his pants 
and his boxers. Fuck, those fucking combat boots! Why does he have to wear those? As if he's not fucking tall 
enough, yet he still wears those huge fucking boots. | took them off and finally got rid completely of his pants 
and underwear. | spit on my hand and | started stroking his semi-hard cock quickly. This intense start of the 
game came as a surprise for him and he clenched his teeth. "Fuck, take it easy, motherfucker!" He whined as 
he gripped the sheets and his thigh muscles tensed up. | smirked and stopped. Instead, | took his whole length in 
my mouth. Lets see how he likes that. He let out a loud moan and tried to push his cock deeper into my 
mouth. |, however, only gave his tip a few playful licks, which obviously left him disappointed and | pulled away. 


"Open your mouth!" | ordered as | straddled his head. | put a pillow under his head in order for him to be more 
comfortable and | pushed my cock into his mouth. He slightly gagged which turned me on even more. | held on 
to the bed frame with my left hand for balance, while with the right one | gripped tightly a handful of his silky 
hair as if | was holding on for dear life. His big hands crawled up the back of my thighs and reached to my 
ass, starting to grip it. "That's enough, sweetheart." | growled as | pulled away. "Come on now, turn around. On 
all fours." | commanded and he fulfilled my demand with a heavy sigh. Yeah, looking at him from that angle he 
could definitely go for a chick. | positioned myself behind him and pressed my tip to his not-so-tight-anymore 
ass (thanks to my highness). | slowly pushed my whole dick inside him and he moaned out loud as he dug his 
nails into the sheets. 


"my fucking god!" Christian growled and | smirked sadistically. My left hand held on to his hips while my right 
hand caressed his skinny back, slowly reaching for his hair. | finally took a hold of it and | started pulling it as | 
started fucking him good. "Fuck!" He whined. | laughed silently. 


"Head back, boy!" | pulled his head back by his hair and | gave his ass a smack. "Lie down on your stomach!" | 
ordered and he lied down in a comfortable position This way | can be closer to him. | hovered over him as | 
kept fucking him hard and pulling his hair. "Do you have your fucking answer now, sweet Chrille?" | growled in 
his ear. "| gave you that answer yesterday and you know what | wanted to talk to you about, yet you pretend 
to be oblivious. You just want to hear me say it, don't you? Because it would give you the same sadistic 


pleasure that it would give me if you said it. You're always so silent, but you're not that much less sicker 


than | am, is that right?" | whispered in his ear. 

"Not everyone is like you, Niklas." He replied in between the moans. 

"But you are..almost..and besides, nobody else really matters right now." 

"Don't fucking equate me to yourself! I'm not a fucking egomaniac like you." He hissed. 


"Chrille, Chrille.." | whispered with a grin. "No matter how much you pretend to hate those character traits of 
mine, l'm pretty sure that those are the very same traits that drive you so wild to the point that you even 


let me fuck you." 

‘Oh yeah?" He bit his pierced lip. 

"Yes." | hissed. "My narcissism, my arrogance, my sick behavior, that's what you like..." 
"You think you know me so well." Christian laughed. 


"I think | know you up close enough already, don't you think?" | took a tighter grip of his hair and | licked his 
earlobe. My lips traced down his neck and | smooched his shoulder. 


"Yeah, you could say that" Christian smirked. 


"Turn around, you fucking tease!" | stopped fucking him and he turned to lie on his back | took a moment to 
save this sight in my ill mind - lustful eyes, long blond hair spread on white sheets, white burning skin and 
thirsty lips - precious. | know | won't be able to enjoy this sight forever. Actually, | don't know if I'll be allowed 


To enjoy it at least one more time, no matter what | do. However, | do not give up before | get what | want. 


| slid my cock back inside him and he arched his back. | hovered over him and | slipped my tongue in his mouth. 
His arms wrapped around my body and held me into the kiss as his hips grinded towards mine. Yeah, he wants 
it too. Its almost like his tongue lies through his brain, saying that he hates me and that he doesn't want any 
of this, but his body doesn't believe or obey the brain. It just wants what it wants. Lust is lust. No wonder it's 
categorized as a sin. Lust is so powerful, especially in the hands of someone like me who knows how to twist 
and pull it to get what he wants. I've got what | want thanks to lust. It is under me, it is moaning, it feels me 
deep inside, it is under the spell. | might get nothing further than that, nothing more than pure lust, but it's 
still a way to own him somehow, even though | wish it could mean something more to him too. More than 
sodomy. But if | do want more than this I'll have to overcome a really huge barrier of my ego, which will 
stroke his ego and | am not sure how much | can allow myself this luxury and how much it could cost me. | 


have to find my way around somehow. 


| can't fucking get enough of you." | growled in his ear through an outburst of passion and | heard him chuckle 
devilishly. He's enjoying seeing me bend like rubber - I'm really hard to break, but | still bend. See? Thats why | 
can't tell him in a straight text that I've got feelings for him. He'll start gloating. Imagine how much fun it 


would be for him: Niklas Kvarforth, a misanthrope and also a straight man with the reputation of fucking as 
many whores as possible, as well as loving nobody - that same Niklas Kvarforth falls in love with his young 
band mate who is actually a guy. How absurd does that sound? | don't know and | don't care, but | know how 
flattered he will feel. And that's not even the core of the problem. He will think he can spin me around his 


finger. Or am | just paranoid? 


"| wanna fucking cum!" Christian moaned as he bit his lip. Now that's music for my fucking ears. | smirked and | 
reached between our bodies. | should lose some weight. This beer belly is starting to look like a pregnancy. Its 
better than the sunken cheeks because of the fucking heroin though. | guess not everybody can have a body 
structure as beautiful as Chrille’s. Or at least | can't. 


| wrapped my hand around his dick and started stroking it intensely. This had him moaning like crazy and | can't 
really describe how much this sound turns me on Naturally, | cant muffle my own sounds of pleasure and 


having in mind how fucking close | am, | don't really want to. 


"So fucking close..oh fucking god!" Christian growled as he came all over my hand. Watching him moan so softly 
under me sent incredible thrills down to my groin. | hovered over him and bit his pierced lip. "Come on" Chris 
whispered with encouragement as his hands travelled to my ass and gripped it tightly. his mouth aimed for 
mine hungrily and his tongue took over mine. | felt that | am reaching the top and | froze. | moaned into the 


kiss as | made a few last slow and deep thrusts, emptying myself inside him. 
"You have no fucking idea how fucking good this felt” | muttered exhaustedly with my face buried in his neck 


‘I've got a pretty close idea" Christian smirked. | didn't want this to be the end of this intimate moment, so | 
lift my eyes up to his and | kissed him again. "You know, your kisses are not what they used to be. They feel 
much..deeper now." Christian noticed. "And they used to be only on stage, just for the show." 


"Well, perhaps there's a fucking meaning to them now." | hissed as | sensed that he's trying to make fun of me. 
He has definitely deciphered the meaning to my kisses. After all, kisses don't lie. At least | don't have to say it. 


He knows it. 

"| can't believe this." He laughed exhaustedly and moved a strand of hair out of his face. 

"Don't you say a fucking word, this is fucking embarrassing said out-loud. Embarrassing is not even close 
enough, maybe absurd sounds closer. How about impossible?" | muttered uneasily, burying my face in a pillow. | 
came so fucking hard that I've got no energy at all and he's trying to drain me to my death now with the 
discovery he has made, which | actually laid down on a plate for him. 


"Well, apparently it is not impossible. Obviously, it is a fact." 


"You're having so much fun playing with me, aren't you?" | lift my head from the pillow and looked in his eyes 
expectantly. 


"Why shouldn't | be having fun? Aren't you having fun when you're fucking with my head? Eye for an eye, 
"sweetheart".” Chris chuckled again. He's making fun of me. He thinks this is funny. It fucking isn't. It's tragic 
and he's laughing over my..ugh, okay, weakness. | grabbed him by the jaw and pushed my tongue violently into 
his mouth. 


"Enough about me. You've had your fun. The question is.." | kissed him quickly again and | looked into his eyes, 
not letting go of his finely formed jawline. "how do you.." Another quick kiss followed. "..feel about it?" | 
smirked sadistically. 


"How am | supposed to feel about it?" He asked seriously and the sadistic smile slowly faded from my lips. 


"We're back to the fucking beginning." | rolled my eyes and lied down on my back again, covering my eyes with 
my hands. Mm, | just love the smell of disappointment early in the morning. 


| could tell you what you want to hear, Niklas, but it wouldn't be the truth. If you want the truth.." He rolled 
over and started playing with my moustache carelessly. He looks so innocent as | look up to him. As | look in 
those green eyes.. "after those little.games of ours, | can't say there hasn't been a certain movement in 
term of feelings, but those "feelings" only reach the length of sympathies. | highly doubt that this is what you 
wanted to hear. And those sympathies revolve around this unexplainable sexual attraction that pulls me to you. 
You're straight, l'm straight, | can't really develop feelings as such as those you have strangely developed for 
none other, but.." He laughed. ".. but me. Don't worry though, it might be the medicine. It might be the demons 


living inside you. There's always something that must go wrong, right?" 


"Almost everything is wrong, Chrille. |, myself, am very wronged. To me it is something normal." | replied 


calmly, trying to look as collected as possible. A short silence. 


"I do enjoy this little conversation of ours, but | really need a shower." Christian rolled off the bed and rose to 
his feet. He looks so unreal, like a book character come to life. He looks so perfect in all his 2 meters in height, 
all naked, with after-sex-flushed cheeks and with messy, messy hair. I've ruined it a bit. Not really possible - 
his hair is so damn fucking straight, almost as straight as him..and me. Huh. "Wanna stay over for the night? 
We can finally do some actual..writing.' He offered. Maybe there is a light in the end of the tunnel or I'm just 
too good at fooling myself. Where did this outburst of optimism suddenly come from? 


"Looks like somebody wants another round." | teased with a smirk, trying to lead things my way. 

"| said writing, Niklas." He remarked seriously as he opened the door and disappeared behind it. 
"Yeah..sure..writing.." | muttered to myself. 

The room is bright. A little too bright to fit his dark personality, actually. And those white sheets, they'd look 
better with his blood on them. What am | saying..|t feels so alone without him, so empty. And this brightness 


makes the room look like it has no end. Where is the comfort of darkness when | need it? "..it might be the 
medicine..it might be the demons living inside you.." Just another cigarette burning through the skin of my 


arm, just another cigarette melting between his lips, just another knife in my back.. 


Ohne Dich 


Christian and | spent hours and hours working on some lyrics. We were both so absorbed by the process that 
we didn't notice when the night had fallen down. | am even more surprised that for that whole time | was 
acting absolutely professionally and | didn't for a second get distracted by thoughts about fucking him. It had 
been quite some time since the last time | looked at him like a colleague, like a band mate, not like the subject 


of my desires. It was a relief. But when we started drinking more seriously my dark desires were awoken again 


We were sitting on the sofa, watching an old Carpathian Forest concert and drinking Jack. | am definitely already 
under the spell of alcohol, but I've had it much worse. The only trouble my current state can cause me is 
make me say something | don't mean or make me say something | do mean, but do not want to say out loud. 
Christian passed me the bottle and as | raised it to take a sip, with the other hand | slowly reached around his 
shoulder and pulled him to my chest. 


"Seriously, what the fuck?" Christian chuckled as he pulled away. 
"What? You're too tall for that? Your spine will get bent?" | joked, pretending to not understand him. 


"No, I'm not into all that cuddling stuff, even if | was more drunk than | am. And I'm definitely not drunk 


enough.” He explained as he ran a hand through his hair. 


"You'll never be drunk enough for my taste.." | muttered and | took another sip of the whiskey. He looked at me 
expectantly and was about to ask something, but | cut him off. "Then what are you into?" | smiled smugly and 


passed him the bottle. He exhaled heavily and leaned his head back. 
"Don't start." He warned me, but | shifted closer to him. 


‘Oh, come on! You can tell me. What are you into?" | whispered in his ear as | reached out to play with his 


hair. 
"Well, | can't tell you what l'm into, but | can Tell you what | am not into." Christian hissed. 


"You're into the rough stuff, aren't you?" | growled softly as my free hand crawled from his thigh to his groin 
area and | started palming him through his jeans. 


"Niklas." He said through his clenched teeth almost as a warning, but | ignored him. He closed his eyes and 
leaned his head back. | leaned in to kiss him while at the same time | was undoing his belt and his zipper. My 
tongue caressed his as | reached into his boxers and started palming him gently. | rose to my feet and pulled 
his pants and underwear off. After that | pulled his shirt over his head and threw it on the ground. That's how 
| like him best - naked. | knelt back on the sofa and taking a grip of his hair | slid my tongue back in his mouth. 
My hand reached down to his dick and | started stroking him intensely. Christian started moaning softly into 
the kiss. | pulled away and quickly took his dick into my mouth. The things | do to have this boy.. "Oh, god damn 


itl" Chris moaned out loud and put his big hands on my head, holding me down. He fucking loves it, | know it. 


‘I've got you all worked up, haven't |?" | growled as | looked up to his eyes. Those green gems of his are once 
more veiled with lust, blinded to the outside reality. The only reality that matters right now is ours - me and 
him on the sofa in a sinful embrace with Carpathian Forest running in the background. Ain't that fucking 


romantic? 


"You definitely know your way around, huh?" He chuckled as he twirled my hair around his finger. He's making 
fun of me again. 


"Ugh, shut up." | muttered and | rose to my feet again. | started undressing in front of his eyes. He reached 
out for the bottle and took a sip as he was stroking himself at the same time with an unexplainable smirk 
resting on his lips. This made me smirk smugly on my turn. "Yeah, fucking stroke yourself, just like that." | 
growled as | took off my last piece of clothing. Christian bit his lip and closed his eyes as his hand kept working 
it's way up and down his shaft. Incredible sight. "You got any condoms?" 


"There must be some lying around." He replied in between his moans. | looked around and found a few condoms 
in one drawer. This fucker. Knowing he uses those to fuck chicks gives me this sick feeling in my stomach. 
What do people call it? Jealousy, wasn't it? Nah, it can't be that. If it is, then I'm more fucked than | thought. 
The funny thing is that | think I'm fucking him, while in fact I'm being fucked much worse in the same time. 


| walked up to him and bent down to kiss him. My hand released his from its duty and | started stroking him 


as he moaned into the kiss. 
| want you to ride me." | whispered passionately in his ear. He chuckled bitterly. 


"Niklas, Niklas, Niklas." The blond man shook his head and pulling me to sit down on the sofa, he pushed me to 
lie down on my back. He straddled me and started stroking my cock. Oh, sweet Chrille. He's confusing me. He 
himself doesn't know what he wants. At first he's distant and when my hand is down his pants he turns 
naughty. I'm already almost a hundred percent convinced that his body just wants to submit more to my 
touch than to his own mind. Christian unpacked the condom and slipped it on my dick. | smirked. 


‘| was sure your hands can do more than just expertly run along the fretboard." 


"Shut up, of course they can do more." Christian defended himself. | think | hit something. Probably the ego. 
"You should ask all the girls about my fingers, too." He teased. Motherfucker. 


"That wouldn't be necessary. | can tell by the way you play your bass." | replied a little bitterly. Thinking about 


him fucking somebody else does indeed make me sick. "Come on, let's see how well you'll do." | encouraged him. 


"I'm not sure if | strive to do well with this." He remarked as he slowly slid himself down on my cock. He leaned 


his head back and moaned softly. 


"Oh my god" | moaned. That's something else. My hands crawled to his thighs and started running all over 
them. So, so skinny. But somehow graciously skinny. And those collarbones - my eyes are stuck to them again 
| love the way the thin silver chain hangs around his skinny neck. Imagining him all bloody and with open, fresh 
cuts all over his pale wrists and chest turns me on even more. This is getting completely out of hand, | should 
start taking my pills more regularly. "Come here, Chrille." | moaned in an outburst of passion and he lied down 
on me without stopping to slide up and down my dick. My greedy hands crawled from his thighs to his ass and 
as | put my legs up for support | started thrusting inside him. His eyes closed and his mouth opened, even 
though he tried to muffle his moans. Looking at him so vulnerable drives me insane. "You like it hard, sweet 


Chrille?" | hissed as | increased my pace and he buried his face in my neck. 


"Ah, yes!" He moaned helplessly. He is definitely taken over by my spell. | took a handful of his hair and by 
pulling it | made him look at me. 


"Kiss me, Christian" | commanded, letting his name roll off my tongue. My lips met his and my tongue slid 
thirstily in his mouth. My right hand got a good, tight grip on his hair as my left one kept gripping his ass. His 
hair was falling into my eyes as | kept kissing him. Once more | wish this could last forever. | am enjoying all of 
it, every single, insignificant detail, from his soft, intense moans, to his hair falling in his eyes and tickling my 
face; from his talented hands all over my chest to his red, sweet lips. I've always liked the shape and color of 


his lips. Even before that whole fucked up thing with the feelings and what not. 


"Fuck, lm close!" Christian grunted He sat up again and concentrated on reaching his orgasm as he started 


stroking himself. Why do | enjoy so much watching him pleasing himself? 


After about a minute he froze and moaned out loud as he came all over my belly. | should really lose some 
weight..! pushed him down on his back as he tried to catch his breath and | started thrusting quickly in and 
out of him. For a moment | took a look at his face and | felt like time had stopped - his hair spread on the 
sofa, his eyes veiled in lust, his lips gasping for air. | came back to reality and concentrated on my movements 
again Once more | buried my hands in his hair and took over his mouth. | suddenly felt those so familiar thrills 
running through my groin area and the next thing | know | reached my orgasm. | moaned into the kiss as | 
made a few last and slow thrusts inside him. Despite the lack of breath and energy, | contained myself from 
lying my body down on his completely. We don't want to crush this skinny, fragile thing under the weight of 


the world, do we? 


"My Chrille.." | whispered out of nowhere as | had buried my face between his neck and collarbone and | was 
running my hands through his silky hair. My vision is getting blurry. What the fuck is wrong with me? | 


wonder what his reaction was. | don't remember anything after that.. 


| woke up with the sun in my face, but it was blocked by something. White sheets. They seem familiar. | took a 
careful look around and reached to the conclusion that | am in Christian's bedroom. But he's not in bed beside 
me. Christian.] lifted myself on my elbows and looked around again. So that's what was partially blocking the 
sun rays - his tall figure. He is staring through the window with hands in his pockets. He's got a white shirt 
on. Looks like an angel in white from behind. Ah, yes, | love the way he looks from behind And the way he feels 
from behind. Huh, | am a sick, twisted fuck. 


"Chris?" | muttered sleepily. He slowly turned around and the sun shined from behind him. Yeah, now | feel 
fucking stoned. Like I'm gonna get punished by fucking Jesus or something. | definitely have a slight hangover. 


"You're finally awake, huh?" He slowly approached me and sat down on the edge of the bed. 
"| think so, l'm not sure..What | know for sure is that something just doesn't feel right" 
"Oh yeah? Tell that to my ass." He whined. | chuckled. 

"That's not the only thing Id like to do to your ass" | smirked 

"Shut up. 

"Seriously, what happened last night?" 


"You really don't remember what happened?" He answered to my question with a question, which also had a 


tone of blame to it. 
"Except the great fucking." | rolled my eyes. 


"Well, except the great fucking and except that you got even more fucking drunk that you started saying that 


you love me - no, nothing else." He replied calmly and my smile faded. 


| really did that?" | asked blankly. | knew something like that was going to happen | knew the amount of drinking 
that | had done before the sex was more than fucking enough. Why the fuck did | have to drink more? | don't 


even remember drinking more. The last thing | remember is lying with him on the sofa after the sex. 
"Yeah..." 
"Chrille." | started, but he cut me off. 


"You know, Niklas, all we did was wrong and at the same time fun and pleasant and despite everything | did 
fucking enjoy it, no matter how much it burns to say it, but.! think we shouldn't do it again" 


The knife pierced my ribs and he turned it. So much pain and at the same time no pain at all. Numbness? No, | 
still feel the blade deeper than | expected to feel it. Why have you hurt me this way, Chrille? My sweet 
Chrille. Without you there's no light at the end of the tunnel. But after all that's how | cope best, | guess - in 


complete fucking darkness and self-hatred, loneliness if not.. 


| know why | like him so much. It's basically the same reason why grown, adult men like little girls. Not that 
he's a litle girl, but..that innocence in the eyes. That's the moving power of my sick desires. | know he's not 
innocent, he's damn far from innocent, in fact he's fucking corrupted. But that's how he looks like when you 


look into those big green eyes. Then you discover that it's just a disquise. | feel fucking used and abused right 
now. And | thought | was the one fucking him... 


| can't say | blame him though. Those experiences made me look like a fucking faggot in my own eyes, 
undoubtedly - in his too. Keeping in mind how precious those memories remain for eternity to me, locked in my 
poor mind, | don't really care how it looked from aside. | live for the moment, because nothing else is fucking 


worth it, apparently. The past is black, the present is black, the future is blacker. 


| had almost started dreaming that we would go to the ocean beyond the garden, to the place just the two of 
us know, where we would grow and thrive in silence, without others, without us, without everything..No, I'm 
getting far too sucked up by this black fucking abyss. It was never meant to be. Even if it was, we would have 
had to hide forever and l'm not a person that hides. Well, maybe not for everything else. Fuck. | can give up on 
it. | have lived without it so far, | can keep going in the future too. After all, pain is what | feed upon. It fills 


me with life. 


Yet all | fucking see before my eyes again is him - the blond hair, the green eyes and the cigarette between 
his lips.. 


